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^AMidlommcr nigtites dreanie. 

r Dem, Well roard, Lyon. 

D#%. Well tux\t\e,rhi[l>y % 

DatcbeJJe.Wdl flione AfdWKe.Truly,the Moonc fhines^ 
with a good grace. 

Well moui’d, Lyo», 

Der». And then came Pyretmtu, 

Lyf, And lb die Lyon vanifht. 

Enter Py ramus. 

tyr.Sweete Moone, 1 thankc thee/or thy funny beams, 
i thanke thse, Moone,tor Alining now fo bright. 

For by thy gratiotiSjgolden, glittering bcamcs, 

I trull to take of tinclLiAf/£f-%hti-- — 

But (lay roTpight/ but markc,poore knight. 

What dreadfiill dole is here? 

Eyes do y ou fee.' How can it bee. 1 
O dainty duck, o dcare/ 

Thy mantle good, what, (laind with blood? 

Approach ye Furies fell, 

O faces come, come, cut thread and thrummed 
Quatle,crufh, conclude, and quell. 

Duke. This paflion,& the death of a deare friend would 
goe neere to make a man lookc fad, 

Dutch. Belhrewe my heart, but I pitty the man,' 

Pyr. O, wherefore, Nature,did ft thou Lyons frame? 
Since Lyon vilde hath here de flour’d my deare. 

Which is,no, no : which was the faireft dame 
That liu’d, thatlou’d, that hk’t,that lookt with cheere. 
Come tearcs,confound,outfword,and wound 
The pappe of Pyrantus : 

I, thatleftpappe, where heart doth hoppe. 

Thus dy I, thus,thus,thus. 

Now ami dead, now ami fled, my foule is in-thesfeyv 
Tongueloofe thy light, Moonetake thy flight. 

No w dy, dy, dy,dy, dy. 

X>m„NoDie,.but an ace fox him.Forhc is but one, 
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A Midlommer nigntcs urcauic. 

7 ,r Lefl'e then an ace, man. For he is dead,he is nothing. 

J)fki With the helpeofa Surgeon,he might yet rcco- 

JSZ&* M°' a i God warnd « . 

thofs fWMt.CjM, 

°p«ke”*t>k"- < i' lte o umbc?DcaJ a d ' ld? '' tUmt '' 

Muft couerthy fweete eyes. 

Thefe Idly lippes, this cherry nole, 

Thefe yellow cowflippe cheekes 
Ate gon, are gon : louers make monc : 

His eyes were greene,asleekes. 

O fillets three, come, corne,tomee, 

With hands as pale as milke. 

Lay them in gore,fincey ou bane lhore 
With {heereSjhis threede of filke. 

Tongue, not a word : comettufty fword. 

Come blade, my bre aft imbrew: 

A nd farewellftiends s thusT hjfhy ends: 

and^arelefctobuxythedead, 

Lyon* No,l aflitre you, the wall is downe, that parted 
their fathers. Will it plcafe you,to 
heare a Bcrgomaske daunce, between two ofour 
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william Shakespeare Midsummer Night’s Dream (stc 22302) London, 1600 the bodleian library (Arch. G d.45[i]) Octavo 




